My First 5K

By Valerie Johnson


I have been a member of the Seven Hills Running Club for almost a year now, but I had never attended any club events.  For that matter I had not ran/walked in any event.  But I had been “working on myself” for quite awhile; that mental preparation which I have discovered to be a necessary element prior to making any major changes in my life.  For example, it only took me around 15 years of “working on myself” to mentally prepare for the challenge of actually quitting smoking.  (Which, by the way, I am now celebrating 5+ years of smoke free living.)


At any rate, I made a decision to become an “active” club member and committed to participating in the SSgt. Jay Fondren fun run in Corsicana on May 21st.  Perhaps it was partially because of the fact this event took place on Armed Forces Day and I am a Vet; but more than likely it was because I kept thinking about Jay and everything he has endured and has yet to endure.  Nevertheless, it was still a struggle not to find excuses and talk myself out of this.


So, it was with great uncertainty that I approached the start of the race and positioned myself near the back.  Not knowing what to expect, I just followed others and tried to appear somewhat confident and not let my doubt show.  The only promise I made myself prior to the race was that I would finish.  I had no unrealistic expectations of actually “winning” anything.  My goal was to simply finish.  As John says, “The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.”


It was really hot.  The heat was the toughest battle for me.  It seemed as if every time I looked someone was closely monitoring me.  I think the guy on the 4-wheeler was just waiting for me to fall out!  I just smiled and waved them off.  I just kept putting one foot in front of the other all the while telling myself I was not going to ride over the finish line, I was going to cross it on my own two feet.


There’s no way to describe how I felt when I actually crossed the finish line.  What exhilaration, WOW, I did it!  I imagine some of you can relate.  Somehow, from deep inside, I even managed to find the last remnants of strength to run across the finish line.  Just like a “real runner”.  This really impressed me because I didn’t run the race, I walked.  I’ve never experienced anything quite like that “feeling” before; a mixture of pride, a sense of accomplishment above what I saw myself capable of, and a sense of awe at being part of something so special.


I’ve never been physically active.  I was the kid in school that was left for last whenever teams were chosen.  As a matter of fact, I was never picked.  I was the one they just got “stuck” with.  When I was 8 I was in a major automobile accident which left me with multiple fractures, one of which involved a crushed left knee.  As a result, my doctor’s said I would never walk again.


Fortunately, they were wrong.  However, I was left with the stigma of “disabled”.  Although it was with the best of intentions, I was often told I couldn’t do this, or couldn’t do that.  “Now Valerie, you know you can’t do that”, was an often repeated phrase.  All through my school years I was excused from certain activities, which naturally lead to resentment from the other kids and left me feeling like an outcast.  I was even told they wouldn’t let me in the military because of my legs.  And although they did let me in, I even found myself on the sidelines in basic training, excused from certain activities which again created resentment.  I never felt like a member of a team and always felt somewhat inadequate.


Finishing this race was a huge accomplishment for me.  It is one of those milestones which can alter the course of one’s future and I plan on participating in many more events in the years to come.  So, I would like to offer a special “Thank You” to the club members who have been very supportive and encouraging.  Although you may not have realized it, your “can do” attitudes really shine through.  Thanks for allowing me to be a part of your team!

